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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


* Lu, . © * 
Si Peter Pagoda, Mr. PARSON 8, 
webe. N Mr. DUBELLAMY, 
CE : 1 Mr. SUETT, 


Chars, - Mr. Popp. 


ane, . bin. CARGILL, 
| Franciſca, , Mrs. WRICH TEN, 


Emily, Biß, PHILLIPS. 


. The Songs mark'd with inverted Commas, are 


omitted i in the Repreſentation, : 
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oh 
ke PETE >: 264 a 480 


| Songs, Choruſles, 8: 


4 I R — dar. DOD * 


. 


Which ſenſe of the five 4 not Bacchus deliphut 

He's a roſe to the Smell. He's a ruby to Sight. „ 
From the flaſk as He ſparkles, He tings to the ear. 
And He's ſoft to the Touch. as to T als He is dear: 

| 'Gain'lt his God-head * tis e for Mortals 60 

ſtrive; 


Fi or -each ſenſe ſhouldbe His whocan cheriſh the fves 5 7 


: n 15 


1 But no A that He gives. no delight Heſupplics, 
Is ſo ſweet as the Opiate He ſheds o'er our ſigus; 
Forwhen Care or dull Sorrow perplexes our 3 

He can baniſh the Senſes that harbour ſuch Gueſts! 

Io his God-icadlet Mortals then fervently call, 

Who can footh every Senſe, by Penne them all. 


Air. 


$9) 2nd 


| I. 
Soon as the buſy Day i is o'er, 
And Evening comes with pleaſant lade, 


w e Gondoliers from ſhore to ſhore, 
 Mernily ply our Joviat trade, 


And while: the Moon ſhines on . eien, 
And as ſoft muſic breathes around; 

The feathering oar returns the gleam, 
And 5 in concert to the ſound. 


4 
5 Down by ſome Convent 8 moulding walls 
8 Oft we bear the enamour'd youth 3 
is Softly the watchful Fair he calls, 


W ho whiſpers vows of Love * Truth. 
And while the Moon, Kc. 


„ 


« And oft hs the Rialto Colle: 5 
Wich happier pairs we circle round ; 
* Whole ſecret fighs fond Eccho tells, 
01 Whoſe murmur'd vows ſhe bids reſound. 
And while the Moon, xc. 


= RS. Then joys the Youth, . . 
1 BE »hat fearful Love muſt own its fighs ; | 
N Then {mites the Maid, to hear reveaPd 


0 How more than ever r the complies.“ 
And mw; &C, 


we 


<7) 


A IR r * D BELLAMY.. 


By adverſe Fate „ Besuch nohs, 


A mingled claim our boſoms prove ; 3 
Tis Virtue grac'd with gentler ties, 
'Tis wed ſoften” d into Love. . 


I. 
Ble, doubly bleſt, his Saupe Ft 
Whole Pity can each Joy refine, 


When from that God-like ſource it flows, 
The R paſſion 1 is divine. Ho 


A 1 R iy Mrs. 5 4 R G 1 L I. SA 


In my Pelett 5 native een | 
Wing'd with bliſs each moment flew ; 1 
Nature there inſpir'd the ſtrains, = 
Simple as the joys I knew; 
Jocund Morn and Evening gay 
Claim'd the . . 


N. 


F ields and flocks, vo "NEW flow . 
All that health and] Joy impart; 
Call d for artleis Mufic's pow'rs, 
Faithful ecchoes to the heart! 1 
Happ py hours for ever gay 
Claim' d the merry Roundelay, 
B2 


SJ). 
' | III. . 
e the breath of genial Spring 
un 0 Wak'd the warblers of the grove; 
: Who, ſweet birds, thai heard you 1 b 
5 Wou' d not join the ſong of love? 


ON Your ſweet notes and chauntings 82 
. | Claim d the * Roundelay. 


of Not for thy wings, 01 God of Werl = 
Sighs the Youth that wou'd not rove 1 
Not ſor thy arrow pants the heart, By 
"IN * Bleſt | to feel the mutual dart. 485 : b | Le 


i: 


But chat I ne'er may jealous "Re 
7 Me thy careleſs child-hood give, 
And, to ſecure unchang'd delight, 
286 Share thy. band, and veil my light,” 


= ATR Wy Mn CARGHIE 
[ 5 „„ Wha. „ Tong for the 80 i; 

N 5 3 Such a pair of odd Lovers to meet; 3 

When they're wedded in Fortune 'sdeſpight Yet 

"aw PI laugh at the picalant deceit! 5 


1 


ght, 
| 


I. 


TY 
n. 


O but once let the knot be faſt Join'd, 


; Low I'll curtſey and wiſh you both joy; : 
She. by chance, ſuch a treaſure to find, 
Lou, , by a art, ſuch a Peine to ä 


OvanrExro. 


Mr. BANNI STER, Mrs. WRIGHTEN, 5 


Mr. SUETT, and Mrs. ann 


5 1 0 


By example be taught, raſh Lover bewars,. 


Look at me—look at ber—then wed if "Jum: are 


rRAN CIS A. 


Haw oth natur d! I tell you ne'er fear — 


He's e (colding, contancrous, ſevere, 


PIANO. 


Oh! hw pleaſant and lively a nts diſs ute! 


[ like it—it's ſprightly—my temper: "twill fait, 


I'm not to be * d. 


'L U 0 x 0. 
Stay ll wedlock you' ve u d 


FRANCISCA. 


Yet he ſees i its worlt dangers, 3 
; LUCT9. 


What a Lover? 


"< 09 
* U E 1 0. 
That can't be denied, 


MARINETTA. 


| 1. ve POE wand* ring far and near, 
"RY. orig all around, 


PIANO. 


- Welcome home, my pretty Dear, 
Here at laſt thy true love” 8 found, 


nie 


r R A N c I s c A. 
Rich and old! 


= PIANO. 
8 My heart's s on n fre! . 


NM A RINE TTA 
| Mine is cold. 


F R A N 0 1 8 0 A. 
He has gold, my Sirl. 


LvCIO 


You 


Oh 


Tak 


(LEY 


* v 1 0. 
And fiver r hair; 0 


FRANCISOA 
A handſome houſe, BY 


2 U c 1 0. 
Win a rat air. ? 


© R A N © 1 's 0 A. 

You 11 be his lady. 

', U c 1 o. 85 
You! I be bis nurſe, . 


FRANCISCA 
Oh what a e 


1. U 2 I 0. 
Oh! what a eurſe! 


FRANCISCA. 


Take him tor better. = 


CH). 


Lucto. 


* him dor worle, 


MARINETTA 


11 enden advice you are right you are juſt, 
0 Thy counſel LI e wildom by I trufl. 


FRANCISCA, 
——Right, 


© 1 u. | 
True, e 


MAR RINEIT I A. 
5 08. Fes. ; 


3 1 78 N 0. 
Pretty ſo ul, truſt to me; . 
Truſtt to me, truſt to me, truſt o me, truſt. to me, 


3 The heart | in its choice ſhow d for ever be free, 


ACT 


e 


Vö˙/ 


AIR by Mis PHILLIPS. 
Ah! think me not unfeeling Love; 
Il ſtill from thee I hide each pain, 


Ti but that thou may'ſt better prove 
one] Luhe fancied peace I ſtrive to feign. 


Il would not have thy generous breaſt 
my Pierc'd with a pang beyond its own; 
BF "'Twou'd point thy griefs were mine confeſt 

Ahl leave me then to weep alone, PL 


N i 


1 N 2 : e 


CW) 
AIR by Mis PHILLIPS. 
. 


5 The EY ee of the 39 
Whoſe tender bloom rude winds aſſail, 
Droops its meek leaves, and ſcarce ſulains 
The night's chill ſnow and beating rains. 


"-- 


| "Tis paſt— the morn returns ſueet ſpring 
Is come—and hills and valleys _ 
But low the gentle Primroſe lies; 

No more to bloom, no more to rie! 


SY) 1 


MELVILLE. 


Still, ah! ſtill in accents ſweet, 

The ſoft vows of Truth repeat; 
Breathe, that gentleſt balm of care 
Sighs chat tooth the ien they ſhare. 


0 


X 


3 


N * 


EMILY. 


7 Let wk own Fond heart reveal, 
All that equal love can feel: 
Let each hope, each fear it knows, 


My reſponſive cares diſcloſe. 


| Both . 


By > Miſs PHILLIPS and Mr. DUBELLAMY. 


wes 4, 3 ogye va N 


BOTH. 


*O Gta Love, thy gentle mile 
Can Fortune's rudeſt frown beguile ; 
ts Ev'n parting fighs with thee delight; 

' Sweet are the forrows that unite,” 8 


e n e 


Hence with dull intruding ſorrow, 
Hence with Wiſdom's cold delay; ; 
- They alone ſhould dread to-morrow, 
ZE 'bo want Love to bleſs | to- day. 


MARINETTA. 


= Yes, too exiftly 3 Pleaſure, 
Not to ſeize her fleeting joy, 
But, to guard ſo dear a treaſure, 


Let not Doubt the blils e, 


0 Chide x no more the ns 3 1 25 
With fond hopes and fears poſſeſs d; 
They who tendereſt griefs diſcover, o 
Tendereſt e cheriſh belt. 


. MARINE TTA. 


® 


P * e 4 = * 0 


( 16 ) 


MARINETTA. 


Let not way ward fancy j joining, 


Strive our fondneſs to improve, 
Leave to Grandeur's vain refining, 
* that Nature truſts to _. : 


CHARLES. 


L Moot: me thus with chearkul ſmiles, | 


Meet me — well ne er N 


MARINETTA. 


| The "TUM of Fortune, Love . 
love, chat dreads no frown but thine. 


n Me. PARSONS 


| V 


This i is a Petit-maitre 8 day— 


Awake at noon, 
Or ſcarce ſo ſoon, T7 


See him to his ſofa creep, 


i Sipping his tea—half-aſleep— | 


_ Curſe the vapours ! 
| Reach the papers 


What 8 che is Rea — Dem the phy. 


= Air ; my boots, I think Il ride— 
1 Tho' rot it, no! 

It ſhakes one ſo— 

Let them bring the vis-a-vis: 
= Lounging there, his Lora ſee, 
J N vacknt arr, - 


And fullen ſtare, 
For of — rs * bude! 


ne 


| Stop at Betty s bars che news — 

A bank they lay— _ 

Have you pines to-day ? — 

1 Wa my Lord—We've beat the Dutch. 

E ae ice I thought as much: 
What, and nothing more? 
That's a monſtrous bore !— 

Well, drive to 3 the e Je. 


IV. 
5 Laſt at t Brookes —deep at plays 5 
Ii 
>... At Faro &, -- 
Win or loſe, ſerenely ER 
Calm he fits, nor vex'd, nor glad; 
e half alive, 
Nee cuts at 1 
4 This is a Fetit ait 8 br he 


N ; > J + 2 — , 4 - b 1585 
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VOY 
AIR by Mrs. W R 10 G H T E N. 


What a Lover is he that has nothing to give, 


But a look, and a vow, and a ſigh! 


7 Silly maid, take ap: word, you Roa know how | 


rn, We 
Before 8 re lo ready to die. 


7785 How ſtupid : a pair are the Bridegroom and Bride, 4 


Who wed but for cooing and billing; 


5 Oh, how dull will they be, as they fit ſide by 1 ide, _ 


IE. it * n re not worth a W Ml 


At firſt, by ood luck, every hour of the * 


*Tis my darling, my ſoul's deareſt pleaſure; 


] But at laſt, ſays che wife, I want money to * 


Come, give it, my heart $ richeſt treaſure! 


2 But 1 have i not, Freeting?”— -This theme may 


breed ſtrife 8 


0 come let us be cooing and W =. 


; Go, barbarous Huſband—Go, termagant Wiſe— 


00 it I when not worth a kling. 


TRIO and CHORUS. 


By Miſs PBILLIPS, Mr. DUBELLAMY, 
MXX. WILLIAMS, AC 


VALENTIO. 


| Now, when baſhful day-light's gone, 
And night that hides a bluth comes on, 

With tender awe that dreads thoſe eyes, 
2 * ſecret lover breathes his EO 


MELVIL 


(69 
M E L V I L. 5 


Not for che gloom ber Srades impart, © 
Does Evening glad my faithful heart, = 
But that her ſtill and gentle air (| 
— waft cach ſigh our boloms ſhare, 


EMILY. 


| Welcome that well- known voice 27 he 
That W of love and truth, %%% 


VALENTIO. 


Another claims thy choice. 


EMILY. 


Tis vain, miſtaken outs. 


VALENTIO. 


Love is {portve fond of wiles. 


MEL VII. 


Yet c on faithful ardour ſmiles. 


Love rewards the boldeſt ſain, 


MI . 


E M 1 1. . 


Not with oy chat others. ___ 


VALENTIO. 


Fly ſwiſtly, ye hours—fly Cwiftly away. 


Till the tender deluſions confeſs d. 


MELVIL. 


| Fly ſwiftly, ye hours—fly ſwiftly : away, 


> ul truth with tond * is bleſt. 


DOT. 


F * os 


1 own 
Young Lubin was a 1 boy, 


Fair Roſalie a ruſtic maid ; 


- They met. they lov'd ; each others ; joy, 


Together o 0 er the N we 8 d. 


Their parents tine: 1 bleſs d their 1 
Dor wou'd their happineſs delay; _ 
Tomorrow! s dawn their blifs ſhould prove, 
_ To-morrow be their 3 


D When 


— ̃ͤ ͤ Z wer de cn, 


C 


P * i? o * 2 
2 2 


. + of 


When as at eve, beſide the brook, 


Where ſtray'd their flocks, they "at and (mild, 


: One luckleſs lamb the current took, 


Tas Rolalie s—ſhe ſtarted wild. 


I. 


Run, Lubin, run, my ſavrite ſave; 


Too fatally the youth obey'd: 


He ran, he plung d into the wave, 


To give the little wanderer aid. 


But Latte he guides him to the te 


When faint and ſunk, poor Lubin dies: Z 


Ah Roſalie ! for ever more, 


In his cold grave thy Lover lies. 7 


N. 


On that 3 an On ' Ain be ſen, 


Faithful to grief, thou hapleſs maid; ; | 


And with ſad wreaths of cypreſs green, 


For e ever ſooth oy Lubin's ſhade, 


— 
Fi 


4.8.2 
TRIO! 


F By Mrs. CARGILL, Mr. Popp, and Nr. 
BANNISTER. | 


CHARLES. 


Merily pals the hours of youth, 
Hleſt with joys unceaſingn; 
The heart is light that honours truth, 

Where love is "MIN increaſing. 


MARINETTA. 


5 To diſtant ſhores tho Love invite, 

Me oft' ſhall think of you, 

5 And ſtill, to win life's true delight, 
* chearful words renew. : 


Buena, &e. 


L VCI o. 


Each fennel joy of love be your's, 5% 
Ol faithful love, its own reward, 
And all that blifs, which molt endures, 


When moſt its generous v yOWws you guard, 


AIR by Mr. SVETT. 


; 01 the little God « Live 6 is a + mg Elf! BY. 
He makes us all as childiſh and blind as s himſelf 1 
3 Gainſt ſixty- two, 
O lackleſs lot! 
His bow he drew, 

At me he ſhot. 


Twang 


* 24 7 


Tang went the ſtring, 
Whizz flew the dart, 

On a grey gooſe wing, 
10 an 1 old man 8 heart, - 


8 But PII be merry, 
Hey down derry ; 
Dull en PII drown, 
Derry down down, _ 
Or laugh at them all, 
"IM de vor Jol. 


AIR by Mrs. WRIGHTEN, 


0! never he one T4 - thoſe ſad ay 8 24 
Who 0 l. are ſnappiſh, ſuſpicious, and jealous, 
1 Who live but to doubt, 7 
| To pine and to pout, | 
To take one to talk, 
_ Examine, and aſk | 
A hundred croſs queſtions, to pick ſomething out, 
01 never, . 


If by _—_ he ſhou'd come, 
And not find her at home, 
Tis, Madam, why fo late ? 
„Where the Devil ay you wait? 
* What's been done? what's been Faid ; 5 
„ Zounds! I feel it on * head, 2 
01 never, &, 
A I R. 


( ; 25 ) 


A 1 R "REY Miſs * H I LLI PS. - 


NETS 


Loft in the e brightneſs of rellihing i joys, 5 
10 Each grief recedes, each ſorrow fades t 
5 As open into ſmiles the darken'd ſkies 
Before the roſy promiſe of the we 


CARNIVAL MUSIC) | 


TRIO of PEASANTS, 


—_y 


What joy, "from ruſtic toils at . 
Thus the Peaſant's heart to chear | 1 

What joy, with varying pleatures vleſt, 
: Thus to crown the N year! | a 


ATR 


1 "Lak and 1 lads and A laffes, 
GSayly now each moment paſſes. 
Tis Carnival! 
*Tis Carnival! 
| The merry hours are glad and gay, 
| N and krolic, ſport and . 


| DIALOGUE 


A; 4 


. ( 26 ) 


DIALOGUE 


Fat Shewman, 


ur We e 8 thi lion great, 
3 pride of all creation; 


Second. 


And here the Saf and giant wait, 
The wonder of the nation. 


M cuntebhank, 


But here's the doctor, lord of fate, 
Stands 1! in reputation. 3 


B Sheman, 
7 He's s a $a, 
| Second, | ; 
Drive him back. 
| Montdank, 
; : Envious rogues, you fear me. 


Tir gieuman. 
Belt be civil. 


Second 


| Why? the Deli! 
. Al. 
| Let the people hear me. | 


ns. 


Non belt ins cad tice rejoice, . 
All be mirth and gay delight; . 


- Every heart and every voice 
: fs to wow the feſtive e night. 


